TbcT rage die of Hamlet 

I may hauc lcaue to go againc to France, 

For though the fauour of your grace might flay mee, 

Yet fomething is there whifpersin my hart, 

Which makes my minde and fpirits bend all for France. 

King i Haue you your fathers leau e, Leanest 
1 C or. He hath, my lord,wrung from me a forced graunt, 
And 1 befeech you grant your Highncfte lcaue. 

Ktug With all our heart, Ltartes fare thee well* 

Lear. I in all loue and dutie take my lcaue. 

King. And now princely Sonne Hamlet, Exit. 

What mcanes thefe fad and melancholy moodet? 

For your intent going to Wittenberg, 

Wee hold it moft vnmcct and vneonuenient, 

Being the Ioy and halfe heart of your mother. 

Therefore let mee intreat you ftay in Court, ‘ ; 

All r Denmarkes hope our coofin and dcareft Sonne 
Ham . My lord, ti’s not the fable fute I wearc: 

No nor the teares that ftill {land in my eyes. 

Nor the diftrafted hauiour in thevifage, 

Nor all together mixt with outward femblance, 

Is equall to the forrow of my heart, 

Him hauc I loft I muft offeree forgoje, 

Thefe but the ornaments arid futes oFwoc. si 

King This fhewes a louing care in you, Sonne Hamlet, 
But you muft thinke your father loft a father, 

That father dead, loft his, and fo fhalbe vntill the 
Generali ending, Therefore ceafe laments, 

It is a fault gainft heauen, fault gainft the dead, 

A fault gainft nature, and in reafons 
Common courfc moft certain?, 

^ None .lines on earth, but hce is borne to die. 

J£tte. Let not tby mother loofe her praiers Hdtnlet , 
Stay here with to Wittenberg. ' ^ 

Ham. I (hall in alt my beft obay you madam, v 
King Spoke like a kinde and a moft lou'tng Sonne, 
And there’s no health the King fhall drinke today, 


Prince of Denmark#. 

But the great Canon to theclowdcs fhall tell 
The rowfc the King fhall drinke vnto Prince Hamlet. 
Exeunt all bnrHamlet. 

Ham. O that this too much grieu’d and Tallied flcfli 
Would melt to nothing, 'or that thevniuerfalf 
Globe of heauen would turne al to a Chaos ! 

O God, within twomonch^oo not two : married, 

Mine vndc : O let me not thinke of if. 

My fathers brother: but no more like r .• 

My father, then I to Hercules. 

Within two months, ere yet the fait of moft 
Vnrighteous teates had left their flufhmg 
In her galled eyes : (he married, O God, a beaft 
Deu oyd of reafon would not haue made 
Such fpeede: Frailtic, thy name is Woman, 

Why flic would hang on him, as if increafc 
Of appetite had grownc by what it looked on. 

Owicked wicked fpeede , to make fucfiT 
Dcxteritieto inceftuous fheetes. 

Ere yet the fhooes were olde, 

The which fhe followed my dead fathers crirfe \. . 

Like Nyobe, all teares : married, well k is not. 

Nor it cannot come to good: 

But breakemy heart, for j muft: holde my tongue. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellas. 

Hor. Health to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you, ( Horatio ) or I muck 
forget my felfe. 

Hor. The fame my Lord jndyour poore feruant euer. 
Ham. O my good friend, I change that name wkh you: 
but what make you from Wtttenbera Horatio ? 

C Marcellas . 

Ware. My good Lord. 

Ham I am very glad to feeyou, good cuen firs; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenouref 
ede teach you to drinke deepe crcyou depart 
Hor. 
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